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this cloak for you to wear when  we get to the boat/'

" Oh!   I thought that was for yourself."

"No.   It is for you."

" Thank you/7 she said.

He was glad that she did not protest, that she so naturally
accepted this small attention ; and she was glad that he had
thought to bring the cloak for her. Alec would not have done
that. It would never have entered his mind. He would
simply have damned himself, when it was too late, for not
having brought it.

EJsie removed her hand  from  Theo's  shoulder.   This
incident of the cloak, was so small; it could be, in  other
circumstances, so meaningless.   But she knew that it was not.
When Theo said:    " No.   It is for you/' she felt his excite- -
ment radiating into her fingertips and read immensities into \
the simple words.

Since last night she had moved ahead in her liking for'
him. She had never before seen him in. a mood which con-:
vinced her of its spontaneity and frankness. He had always
been a young parson, inclined, as she put it to herself, to
watch his step. She remembered how he had talked to
Agnes Dunkerley that morning in the new house at Didsbury.
" Servants are in the natural order. Indeed, we are ail*
servants one of another." She had heard a good deal of
talk like that from Theo: parson's talk, as she mentally1
dismissed it. She supposed he had to do it, though Mr.,
Burnside never talked like that. It had spun a veil of con-
vention between her and Theo. She couldn't see him clearly
through it. But last night she had felt a new tenderness for
the good-looking boy so abominably thumping on the piano,
the more so because she guessed he had not wanted to be
there, and had come only because he thought that in some
way he was bringing protection to her. Her bedroom at the
inn was, next to his. The morning sunshine, streaming
through her window as it never did in Levenshulme had
awakened her early. She had heard Theo moving about in
his room, had caught the sustained murmur of his voice, and
had guessed that he was praying aloud. She could picture
him on his knees at his bedside, and she tried to shirt out
this image from her mind and to stifle his voice by pulling
the sheet over head, for a delicacy forbade her to eavesdrop/
upon so private a moment, But the voice went on, a falling-
and rising monotone, and the picture of him persisted in her